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distinct rustic of applause swept over the room, as
though the fire of resentment against Germany were
once more hissing into life. The reverberations of
the war were not yet stilled, and Briand's words had
re-awakened them.

Scarcely had the echoes of Briand's speech died
away when a general exodus from the Press gallery
began. The wooden staircase clattered under their
hurrying footsteps. The representatives of world
opinion rushed in breathless haste to devise some
blaring headlines for Briand's lecture to the German
Chancellor. As they jostled their way towards the
doors they hastily questioned the more eminent of
his colleagues. " What did you think of the speech ? *'
said an American to the editor of a newspaper of the
Left. " I think it means disaster for the Left," came
the answer in a voice of deep concern as the inter-
viewer hurried off.

In Germany the speech aroused a storm of indigna-
tion. The newspapers of the Right, which suddenly
took up the defence of Mullet's injured dignity, wrote
it down as the end of Locarno; and the representa-
tives of the Left feared also that it might be so.
" Briand's speech," wrote Georg Bernhard, in a lead-
ing article entitled "Aristide Briand's Onslaught,"
" would have simply broken the neck of any Govern-
ment less firmly based on the German parties."

In the sanatorium on the Biihlerhohe Stresemann
clung to the telephone, and made Henry Bernhard
repeat Briand's actual words several times over. ** It
isn't possible," he muttered as he listened; " how
could he have said such a thing ? " His fists clenched,
and fell powerless at his sides. He felt the impotence